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Margit wakes up every morning at seven o'clock. 

Sleepily she sits up in bed. Then she begins to get dressed. 

She finds it difficult to slip into her shoes. 

Her fingers can barely reach her toes. 

Every morning at eight Margit is dressed and ready. 

Then she holds her legs and pulls them over the edge of the bed. 



'imte fl'iSTRI TTctf W Tito % I 
cfr 3 ?r^ 3TT% fwt PT TW$t % I 

eft 3Tq% WTt % I 
M 3 ^n=r f^rtr iToF 1 1 

W* cfft '3*lfcTOi cTfl ^ % xrsff cfcF -qJcT xrirff f I 

*j®(6 3TPJ oRt rich UltPlfi chM^ TfpT ebt cl-MK *ft ^Idl %l 

eft 3TTT1 ^FTf Wt ITsff TT Mf tsflVdl t 3flT W1 Tl Wt 3TtT % I 
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Breakfast is already on the table. 

"Mummy, can you bring me the jam?" asks Margit. 

"It's in the cupboard," comes the answer from the living room. 

Margit gets the jam herself. She is happy not to have someone waiting on her. 
"Will you go shopping for me ?" asks her mother. 

"I'd love to," says Margit readily. 

It is the first time that she is being allowed to go to the supermarket alone. 
"What all should I bring ?" she asks excitedly. 

"A litre of milk and six apples. Will you be able to manage it on your own ?" 
"Certainly," smiles Margit and goes off proudly to do the shopping. 



rT5T rTcF ^ W ^rTT Wl W % I 

^ ^ oftavr cfBfl? * ’ Trnrte % wr i 

* * cfr ’ 3 t^ % snrcrr^r 3nf 1 

“W WIT WIT TT 3ft fvTP; WUFT vIT3TBt 1? ’ ’ TTRfiR' offt TRT % WT I 
“it^ ?sgft 'grft, ’ ’ urcte % 3r TfR f^rr 1 
^ wr t ■iTRte thtt Trrfe 3r fhvr tit % 1 

* * 3f cRT-cRT vTT^? * ’ iTR'fiR % Tsgft 3flT a'rttcbdf 3l W I 

* * TTcF ^sr 3fiT w #ST I W cpr ^fRT WTFT WvT W3M? ’ ’ 

* * "qw, ’ ’ 'jRRPnr % h*<£tTr) p; w 3fhr ^ ^ wr^nr cjrcft 1 




Margit likes the life on the street. 

It's holiday time and children are playing everywhere. 
Margit stops and watches them skip, 
play ball and catch-catch. 

She is a little sad. 

She would have loved to play with them. 



bRf*T£ cFt TTfcF cfft WtfTJt H M 3TRTT 1 1 
'cWlT^i 3TF5T Wgt % ^FrfvTtT Tf'Xt XR ^ f I 

TIRfe WCgt JWt ^?T, 

^ i&rfi 3lk p; 1 1 

eft sffff it ^Idl % I 

^ oTWf % TTTO tivFTT ®T|?T 3T^T vFPTT I 
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At the playground she sees a girl 
whose mother has just come to fetch her. 

They look at each other curiously. 

Then Margit sees a group of children teasing a boy. 
She finds it mean. 

"Red-head, fire-devil .... !" they shout after him. 
Just because he doesn't look like the other children. 



fafrctf ttt ^ crriw 3 ft % fvrq; 3rrf sft i 

^ff f^FTT^r TT W\ | 

farr mrfrre wt f^r cpf facror* f%rsr % £ 

’JmP'STZ 3T^r vFTT I 

* * vnvr to ...! * * ^TToFrr cfr w vTf% cf! farar % £ i 

cfr 3Fm% £ cfcsfffai # cTf cRI TTFT 3 3TFFT STT I 




Many people greet Margit, although she dosen't know them. 
At first she is pleased about it, but then she wonders, 

"Why is everyone looking at me like that ?" 

Especially the man in the cafe. 

Even when she turns around a third time, he is still staring. 



vfEff % it sr 11 vTioR TTE'brc w wra torr, 

eft ^ ^TRrft rT^ ?h I 

Wvf rfr cfi 3 pt% tr 3 ff w farr cfr vrnf, 

‘ *■ w ^tst M ^r^rr rRf cpff ^ it t ? ’ ’ 

^1'H'cht Tf ®teT T?cF 3TTSpEff I 

# rfm* ^TRTR -fT TfT 2TT I 

^r®r iTEfc % wit *ppft wt it wn 
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Margit stops for a while at the newspaper stand. 

She greets the fat sales-lady. 

"Oh my god," she cries. 

"What a punishment, and so young too!" 

Embarrassed, Margit goes away as quickly as she can. 



TTR-^rz w® % fkq; 3{y«m crr^r % w 

#ET% Tftsf 3ftTrT ^ I 

h'RfhS Wt ^rt ft Tfr?fr 3flT?T , 

“% wm^ ! H?rr 3fR" f?nf ■sfht r * 

JTRte ^FTTPRt q>?TH ff I 

RsWcb #l 




Margit sees the young girl from the playground again, 
in front of a clothes store. 

Her mother is looking at the clothes. 

"What is this funny thing you have here," the girl asks Margit. 

"That's only a ....," Margit begins to reply. 

But her mother pushes Anna angrily aside. 

"You shouldn't ask such questions, Anna ! You really embarrass me." 

"I am no different from the other children," Margit says sadly to herself. 
She doesn't understand Anna's mother. 



TivT % 3 fhvft TTRfire ^THT cFPTff cfft t^cFFT % TmT% 

‘ ‘ w ^ 3T^r # cnvfl tt wr i 

TTRfe^rrsr^%wftl 

TU % 3 3T1CFT T^TT cFt fHT f^TT I 

‘ ‘rnt ^ Trartvi wrr wfftr t^tt! ^ #rr TfrTT % r 

“3f ^ 3TvFT f, ' ' HRfhz % ^ Tl I 

-^TT cfft m W ®r?rk TPTfT 3 Tff 3TRTr I 





An old man and an old woman are sunning 
themselves on the bench. 

"Because you are a poor thing," says the 
woman and she puts some money into 
Margit's hand. 

"I am as rich and as poor as the other 
children," Margit wants to tell the woman. 
But . . . 



^TTTTcF 3flTTicF ^ 

I 

* * cKiffob wr vir^R 3fhfTRt®r^ ’ ’ wit 3fiT?T 

% cFFT 3flT TJRflre Wt TTT Ttsl fc^ I 

,>lc nTfe 

%3frr?r^ wirw^r i 
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. . . the old man takes pity and asks Margit, 
"What happened to you ?" 

Margit turns red with anger. 

"What do they all want from me ? " Just today, 
when I have been allowed to go shopping the 
first time all by myself. 

"I'm no different from other children," she 
shouts. 

She fails to understand the old man and the 
woman. 



... rml srrgpft % tot ^ifr p wr 

®TCT 3TF3T ft, ^ ^ WT 31^ ^TPl W 
RTvfTtl 

* * pft ®rwf % 3 Tvft ^ f ’ cfr 3 ^ i 

3TT5[jft 3flT^l 3ffRT W oifcr^'R Wfi 

irHFf3TRiri 





Finally Margit reaches the supermarket. At the entrance she notices that she cannot manage the step 
alone. No one helps her. Everyone is in a hurry. No one pays any attention to her. 

Suddenly the boy, who was being teased "red-head" is standing before her. 

He had been following her. 

"Hello, I am Sigi," he introduces himself "Can I help you ?" 

"My name is Margit," she smiles in relief. 

"Please step on the pedal at the back," she begins to explain. 

Sigi tilts the wheel-chair up according to Margit' s instructions and raises the front wheels over the 
step. Then he raises the back wheels over the hurdle. 

"Thank you," she calls out to Sigi. 

3T?T 3 TTRte TTPT PT^pTcT xrpft | if ’STFFT % f^r TTcF <=F3[1T ^RpTT SIT I 

i%Tq; wr ttftt srr i '&&& ^ i ttst 3 £ i 

rR'tfc WH f^TT I 3MH3» ^ cfr^l ' ' cb£cbt ^TT Iff STT eft 

FTPT% 3TlcRT ^sTfl tTR'f’TS W p; 3TRT 2JT I 

“f#, frr^ff f, ” 3M 'Mffcw f^rr, * ‘ ^rr t=t^ T rar?TT ’ ’ 

“ tht ^ rrrcfbs %, ' ' TTf?r wt w # 3frr i ‘ ‘ ^ ^ ^rr3fr, ' ' 

^RTHT 3t^fTR ffTifi % ^T-^TT cFf £"<SI cbT^ 3FT^T Tffsff cFt TT TW I 

^ OTt '^Wl 1 SfaTTmfaz cFt ^1 sft I 

* * yrfsb in / ’ fr^ff % i 
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She soon finds the milk and is reaching out for it. 

Suddenly someone hands it to her. 

The salesman smiles. "Can't I take the milk on my own?" she wonders. 
She finds the fruit stand and is just reaching out for a bag of apples, 
when it is handed to her. 

The salesgirl smiles. 

Margit drops the apples angrily onto the wheelchair. 

"Can't I take the apples myself, like the others," she calls out. 

She doesn't understand the sales girl. 



cft f^r 3 t1t # srlr i 

PT?T % 3TT3FR 8PTT f^TT I 'T^RTRTT 

‘ ‘ W ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ f # 3TrTT^ % I 

far 3r®r f^rf f^tr 3jk eft ^ cjft cfft 3 t)t i 

W TT^ff far# % 2RTr far I ^ ^cht fa^FPT^f T^Tlf I 

TTR-fTT 2 %^^f^rsr^ sfaft 3 fasrr i 

u ^FTT *1 ^TITf rRF 3PT% 3TPT Hjff # TraTrff ? ’ ’ 

^W j r<rf cRT oitcC^R faTc^'^ TRT^T 3 3TRJT I 




Margit sits between the shelves with chocolates and biscuits and cries. 

"Don’t be so sad," says someone suddenly. It is Sigi. 

"People behave as if I am some strange creature." 

"That's because of your wheel-chair," says Sigi. 

"But there is nothing special about that," says Margit "I am lame since birth." 

"What is lame," asks Sigi. 

"I can’t move my legs. My feet are the wheel-chair. But I am still no different from the other children." 

Sigi shakes his head," You are different." 

"No ! You and I, we are like the others ! " says Margit. 

Sigi again shakes his head, "You sit in a wheel-chair. I have red-hair. You and I have something special." 
Margit doesn’t understand him. Sigi takes her by the hand and pulls her with him. 

fe wPm 3frr ^ % #bt -mt i 

^ 3MHeb 2TTI 

“ ‘ ^ TTTO i^TT sffifcT t ^ $ cFlf 3^5fV®ftTTff®T \ I ” ’ 

^vTT cPTT WFT ” hRfhd % cfF, ‘‘f WT^i” 

WT, “^3 PTTT cPTT^PttI?” 

“ * M tT wfrft i ^ ^ter-^nr # ^ f i forr waft tT 3wr \ i ’ ’ 

fmt 3PPTT f^T feviRfl 3fft cfF, “FT3TvRT#r 

“^!^'3frT^T, FT vfPT 3FT ®T55ff ^ # 1 1 ” 

f^%^nT3hHI TW fedWI, * ‘ F^t FT #vT-^Tt ®fl'd did f I FT f I eb)'| tsflTI ®fl d % I ” 

Wpfc cFt ftrsft cFtl W?T FTfT 3 3Ttf I % FfcFT F«T ^T^fT 3fft Ft 3TP% WST-WST 1#BTT I 
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They stop at the exit. 

"You can do a lot of things on your own. 

But sometimes you need help. 

Like everyone else," says Sigi. 

"Ask someone to help you over the step." 

Margit gathers up courage. She asks a man passing by in a hurry. 
The man turns red. " I didn't see you, . . . didn't know. . . and how," 
he stammers and helps. 

Sigi and Margit wink at each other. 



5BcTli3 XR 3TTcF? I 

W ft ^FRf ^ wf|TT I 

% fvTtT ^ W^dl m*T\ 1 * I 

PR-fiR % f^TOTrr cRTlTl I 

W 3TT^ ^ ^ ^ ^ I ^ w %TT WvT ft W 

‘ ‘ 3T^ ; ^f% eft r£l% ^<31 ?fl '1^1, Tpjf Mdl ....... 3flT '^wTRTT I 

XR 3R% XTRpR: cfft ^ cRTf I 

3flT hltPli % TT^F-^T^ "3Ft 3TRlt 3TR^t ^TRT pMl I 




The old man and the old woman are still sitting on the bench. 

Margit taps the woman on the arm. "We feel sorry for you too," 
she says and puts a lollipop into her hand, " this is for you." 

The old woman is shocked. 

She gapes at Margit. 

"You wanted to know what happened to me?" Margit asks the man. 

"I've found a friend and I'm happy . . . ," she laughs. 

"Someone special," adds Sigi. 

Both Margit and Sigi turn around and around until the old man and the old woman 
start feeling dizzy. 



I ^ 3ftTrT ^ ^ SirrsirrPTr 3flT^T, 

* * 3nxraft UvRT TT rTW 3TRnT % ’ ’ I 

fcFT ^ tt crf^rr wt 3 thst ^Tvfhrrd tts f^rr 3flT ^ t, 3ttci% fc=TTT% i ft 

cFt P[3F) SJW TIT rFTT 3flT "TT% vThf I 

Tnrrrte % % wr, u 3tr^ wrrr ^f^^^rr^rrt? 

vrrfli 

* * t?cF m to , ’ ’ fwft % w i 

fo>? imte 3ftr teft ***-< vihrp fcnRrr 3flr ^f^rr w fw 1 vftt i 
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At the zebra crossing they again meet Anna and her mother. 
This time Anna doesn't ask any questions. 

She has learnt that one doesn't. 

"Hello," Margit calls out to her "I am handicapped". 

Anna's mother is horrified. 

"What does that mean, handicapped ?" asks Anna. 

"For example, not being able to walk," explains Margit. 

"We don't need to walk, we can ride," explains Sigi. 



TTfcF TIT ^rTct TFFT 'ZF&nt ijtf rc&Tfl f^TT 3ftT TTT FT ff I 

str i^fi % cFtf w wr i ^ cKFfl -nf ^ • 

* * ’ TTIlfTC % ^cht CF£T, “-f WTf l” 

ifqi wt ttt ®t|?t ?rfif<i ff i 

wfFTr%? ,, ^rr% wri 

‘‘fhwr^fcnr, tftt, ’ ’ *mPi<i % i 

‘ ‘ ^1 ipf WFl cfft %, 1FT TT #^r-^TT PT wfl oRT f, ’ ’ 

f^%WRTcFt 
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Sigi gets onto the back of Margit's wheel-chair. 

They both zoom down the street. Anna runs with them. 

^ hKpli ^ ^ TRTT I 

"3^% tttst— tttst $£i i 




This time too, people stare. ®rTT % ^R-T ^TT I 

Specially the man in the cafe and the fat TsTHTcFT p; 3TR[tft 3ft? 

woman selling newspapers. cn#iM 3fto% I 

But it doesn't bother Marait anymore. . ^ ^ ^ „ 

J W 3TST fllTPR tjftf T # I 
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Margit is a little girl. She is unable to walk. Her feet are the 
wheel-chair. Margit is an independent and high spirited girl. 
She visits a super market where she has some sad and some 
joyous encounters. She doesn't like being pitied. She wants 
to be treated like other children. In the end she finds a friend 
which makes her feel wanted and happy. 



HKPld ^ sM d^cbl 1 1 eft ^ -qpr 3 1 1 

^FT% % f I ^Ff% -fecT Tf Wt WT f I 

t, wr ^FT f I eft t % RTtR ^FT 

cRFFT d Wt 3?R ^FT% RTT«T 3^T ^RTT I 3 TcT 3 

^Rd pHddl t f^TFF% RRT ^FT pHddl 1 1 




